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houses; local, parish history and domestic history of all
sorts; copies of old letters—how much of it is new material
I can't yet tell. It may be priceless. Then there's material
for a history of your own family with his comments—pretty
harsh and shrewd sometimes. And there's a third group.
The glances I've had tell me little of it. I think he must
have had it in his mind to build up, not as a consecutive
narrative but in thousands of fragments that made some
pattern for him, a kind of spiritual autobiography. There's
poetry among it. There are essays in w hich he seems to
have been arguing with himself. There are letters in his
own hand written to himself and letters to others	**
"Named people?" said the Baron. "I mean people we
know."
"Certainly."
"Not posted?"
"They weren't intended for the post," Lewis said,
"any more than the letters he wrote to Dionvsns."
"Who?"
"To Dionysus. To half the gods of Olympus for that
matter. The point is that these letters were one of his ways
of expressing himself. I think he must have had an idea
that	"
"I'll tell you what his idea was—one of them anyhow.
The fellow from Leiden told us that; besides, it was com-
mon knowledge. He thought that for him everyone who
ever lived was still alive. He'd say that he was going out
for a walk with Napoleon—but I think he said it to rile
people and shock them. I don't think he believed it. The
Leiden fellow said it was an interesting mental case—in
short, that Dirk was mad. That's why I sent him about
his business. No Leyden has ever been mad."
"Did you know," Lewis said, "that some of the papers
were in code?"
"Yes," the Baron answered. "I knew that. I've had
people wanting to decode them. I wouldn't allow it* It
was just idle curiosity. They said he was mad. They didn't
attach any value to the papers."
He had seemed to be about to say more, but hesitated

